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The LorD thunder'd from Heaven, and the moſt 
high uttered his Voice. 
They the Earth ſhook and trembled, the Foundations 


of Heaven moved and ſhook, becauſe he was 
4/7016, 2 Sam. xxii. 8. 
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MATTHEW XXIiv. 44. 


Ti terefore be ye alſo ready: for 
in ſuch an Hour as you think 
not, the Son of Man cometh. 


HE State of Mankind in the 

; preſent World, very much 
reſembles a flying Camp; 

not long ſettled in the ſame Situation, 
but continually changing its Place of 
Reſidence ; fmilar to dying Man, 
who drags about the crazy Load of 
Mortality thro' various Scenes; while 
traverſing the ſhort Wall of Life to 
the Regions of Eternity. 
The Conditions of Men in theſe lower 
Manſions, are widely different from 
each other, perpetually expos'd to Vi- 
ciſſitude, and obnoxious to Change: 
Some ſpend their Days in Health and 
Fatne/s, while Numbers pine away in 
Sickneſs, and languiſh in Diſorder: 

3 


Some 


(4) 

Some ardently pur/ue the Pleaſures of 
the World, and athers with equal 
Diligence 2 its Profits. 

Numbers thoughtleſſly glide along 
the Stream of Pleaſure, and deſtroy 
Health with their Ixurious Practices, 
till the Gall of Pain is mingled with 
their ſofteſt Delights; and all their 
on are daſh d with a Tincture of 

Grie 
In ev'ry Situation of Life there 1s 
fome latent Cauſe that produces Un- 
ealineſs, and there is no Perſon what- 
ever entirely exempt from Misfortune. — 
The Great who Ride in their /þ/endid 
Chariots, attended by a numerous 
Train of Servants, with a gaudy Equi- 
page, are ſo far from poſſeſſing real 
Happineſs, that could we peruſe the 
Yolume of their Thoughts, we might 
ſoon perceive, they were not barely 
the wretched Penſioners of Mr ow, 


but even Peers of Di/treſs. 

Again, there are others, who being 
veſted with the Robes of Authority, 
think to hutt the World like an Alex- 


ander, 


1 

ander, and want the Globe to roll 
beneath their Feet. — But in a little 
Time, perhaps the envious Croud, or 
the falſe Deceiver, may unjuſtly 
blaſt their Honour, or impeach their 
Fidelity; and ſo make their next 
Remove in Life, to be the Confines 
of a Priſon, and to groan out their 
laſt Gaſp on the Scaffold of Ignominy 
and Diſ grace. 

On the other Hand, the poor Man 
involv'd in Extremity, either reſigns 
his ſtarv'd Ghoſt for want of Nouriſh- 
ment; or elſe tempted by Neceſſity 
to the Commiſſion of ſome capital 
Offence, which expoſes him to the 
Laſh of Juſtice, he is ſurpriz d in an 
unguarded Hour, and obligd to 
breathe out Life at the Gibbet, and 
ſwing into an unknown World in the 
Cord of Infamy and Scandal. 

And thus Death fni/bes Life, and 
cloſes the Scene of Action. —— The 
King and the Subject, the Lord and 
his Servant, the Moble and the Baſe, 


and all Degrees of Men, after they 
| have. 


|. 
| 
. 


(6) 
have acted their different Parts, in 
the various ſhifting Scenes of Mortality, 
fatigu'd with Toil, and worn out 
with Diſeaſe and Care, they take the 


Earth for their Pillow, and repoſe 


their weary Limbs in the gloomy 
Regions of the Grave. —— And not- 
withſtanding the Changes we pals 
thro' here, we muſt all ſhortly re- 
ſign our Spirits unto the Fountain of 
all Beings, and regale the Worms 


with the corruptible Carcaſs. 


Life! What is it? A Tragedy! 
and a bloody one too | On this Stage 
every Aclor ſuffers; not one or two 
drink the Poiſon and the reſt eſcape, 
but all Mankind become Victims to 
Matures Tyrant, feel the Pang 
of his Dagger, and the Smart of his 
Wound. 

The King dies, and is conducted 
to the Chambers of Death in the 
gaudy Solemnities of a pompous Fune- 
ral; as it by the magnificent Appear- 
ance, he deſign'd to proclaim a 
victorious Triumph over the King of 

Terrors. 


C13 
Terrors. . But alas! [M noiſy Buſtle 
is quite inſignificant, Death treats , 
all his Priſoners alike in the Grave, 
and pays no more Regard to Robes 
than Rags. — Afluence will not pur- 
chaſe a Reprieve, nor Royalty influ- 
ence his Reſpef. 1 75 
The Beggar dies, perhaps totally 
unregarded by his Fellow Creatures, 
depriv'd of the Decencies of a Burial, 
and unpreſented with a Death's Suit 
for the Grave; yet he but dies, 
no more than the Prince, and there 
is only this Difference between the 
King and the Beggar ; — the former 
rots in State, and goes to his lo 
Home as a well fed Gueſt for the 
Worms ; while the latter quits the 
Stage without the deceitful Mockery 
of a Train of Mourners, and the 
Crocodile Tears of a ſurviving World. 
What then is human Happineſs ? 
A Bubble that vaniſbes with a Breath | 
A viſionary Shadow that is buried in 
the Dark, and immediately di/appears 
at the Approach of Night ! And —_ $ 
Lite 


(8) 
Life but a dying Principle, ſupport 
by Sleep, the Tyrant's Repreſentative, 
till the fender Strings of Mortality 
break, and the wnweildy Maſs falls 
into his Arms? 71 

And what Improvement do Mat- 
ters of ſo momentous a Concern 
require; but ſeriouſly to revolve over 
the uſeful Leſſon, and ſeek the Things 
that refer to our eternal Welfare in 
the World of Spirits. 

Let us all therefore give the utmoſt 
| Attention to our Saviour's Advice in 
| the Text. — Be ye alſo ready. 

| Vigilance in diſcerning the Motions 

| of our Adver/ary, and Preparation to 

| ſtand the Combat, are neceſſary Diſ- 

poſitions in a heavenly Soldier; one 
who fights for a Crown of immortal 
Life, and ce/e/tial Happineſs. 

A Soldier, in Expectation of Battle, 
ſhould always be in a proper Poſfure 
to receive his Enemy — that he may 

not yield as a S/ave, or armleſs re- 
treat from Aclion, but accouter'd 
with ev'ry martial Weapon requiſite 


for 


(9) 
for his Defence, valiantly diſpute the 
Prize, and either vanquiſh his Foe 
in Triumph, or die in Honour. 

And thus it concerns the pious 
Chriſtian to be cloathed with the 
whole Armour of God, that he may 
ſtand in the Day of Conflict; inſpir d 
with Courage face his Adver/ary, and 

in ſpite # all Oppoſition, maintain 
— Field. 

It is the Duty of a faithful $ wt 
always to have his Accounts ready for 
Examination; that whenever his Lok D 
ſhall require a Search, he may ren- 
der it to his own Comfort, and his 
Maſter's Satisfaction. 

And it equally behoves all inrelli- 
gent Beings to examine how Matters 
ſtand for the inviſible World, that 
when the Ruler of the U niverſe ſhall 
ſummons their Appearance, conſcious 


of his Favour they may chearfully 
obey the Call. 


In our further diſcourſing on the 
5 Words 


ee es «˙ m — ům -W F A w ¼'—f‚ . — V rr nn — — 
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Words of our Text, we ſhall Proceed 


to conſider 

The fluftuating C ondition of human 
Life, and the Certainty of Death. 

The abſolute Neceſſity of a Prepa- 
ration for the eternal World, with 
the un ſpeakable Advantages that will 
reſult from it. 

And with Reference to the Uncer- 
tainty of Life, what can be more 
precarious ? We are always ſure to 
die, but can never promiſe ourſelves 
a Moment to live | One Hour in Time, 
and for any T hing we know the next, 
may be in Eternity] And allowing 
for thoſe whom the Scripture excepts, 
we are aſſur'd from infallible Teſti- 
mony, that it is ordain'd for all Men 
once to die, and the Grave is the Houſe 
appointed for all Living. 

The Infant / out its Soul and 
dies, and before Reaſon has lighted 
her Lamp, or the tender Babe arriv'd 
to the Age of a Day, it ſeems to take 


a Di aft a at Life, and hurries off the 
Stage 


n 

Stage in Confuſion; perhaps at its 
firſt Entrance into the World, the 
indulgent Parents promis d themſelves 
future Scenes of Happineſs, in the 
Enjoyment of its Company ; but their 
riſing Hopes are ar daſh'd, and 
the pleaſing Proſpect is quite overcaſt, 
Some ſecret Diſorder ſeizes the Vitals, 
and undermines the Fort of Life, 
while the fearleſs Infant vaniſhes in 
the Blaze of Noon, and in peaceful 

Smiles falls into the Arms of Death. 
Me no ſooner enter the Lifts of the 
Living, but we are enro//d among 
the Catalogue of the Dead. We no 
ſooner view the Light, or behold the 
Sun in his Meridian Luſtre, but 
Death marks us for his own ; and 
loads us with the Chains of Diſorder 
like Slaves, who muſt ſhortly bow 
our Necks beneath his Feet. He 
treats us all as Captives, and only 

rmits us to 7rave/ o'er the World 
like Priſoners at large, till he recalls 


us Home, and fixes our laſt Bounda- 
1 2 ries 


( 12) 
ries to the marrow Com pals of a 
Shroud, and the contracted Dimen- 
ons x a Coffin. 

The Grave is the appointed Place 
for all Mankind, where every Son and 
Daughter of Adam muſt ſhortly take 
their final Refidence, moulder in 
Contempt, and mingle with the Aſbes 
of their Predeceſſors. In this World 
there are various M anfions for the 
Accommodation of its Inhabitants ; 
the Prince has. his Palace, the Moble- 
man his Seat, and the Peaſant his 
Cottage, but after Death we {hall all 

dwell in the fame Houſe, and every 
one take his Apartment in the Re- 
gions of Darkneſs. Gloomy Shades ! 
where Enmity and Diſcord ſhall fleep 
in Duſt, and Hatred and Diſdain 
claim à Wa“ F riendſhip. 

Oh Life! how fluctuating is thy 
Condition, and precarious thy Stay ! 
Oh Death! how univerſal are thy 
Conqueſts, and how fatal thy Stroke! 
Death, thou ** Monarch, 
greater 


613 

greater than the viforious Ceſar, and 
more renown'd for Deſtru&ion than 
the conguering Alexander. Death is 
a univerſal Tyrant, Kings are his 
_—_ and Princes his Servants, He 

triumphs o'er the Victims of War, 
and Sports in the Outrage of Murder 
and Deſtruction. Tears cannot move 
his Pity, nor Cries attract his Com- 
paſſion : He ſtrips the King of his 
Crown, and the Prince of his regal 
Robes, he plunders the Treaſure of 
the Great, and robs the Miſer of his 


ſhining Ore ; the Wiſe and the Simple, 
the Piows and the YVicked, muſt all 
yield to the Force of his conquering 5 


Arm. 


And is this the Conclufion of all 


earthly Happineſs! Is this the final 


Period of Grandeur and Pomp, the 
laſt Retreat of Renown and Honour ! 


Muſt the Vigorous die, the Strong 
decay, and decrepid Age fubmit to 


the Tyrant's Stroke, Then farewell 


ye grudy Scenes of Bliſs, and all the 
nen 


— — —— — 
_ — — 
_ — 
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| boaſted Pleaſures of a fleeting World 
Be gone ye idle Amuſements of Time, 
and all the iaſipid Pageantry of Life, 
what ſolid Comfort can the Proſpect 
of that Happineſs afford, which is 
continually obnoxious to Change, and 
i expos'd to Flight. | 
| And is this really Truth, that 5 
man Lite is precarious, and Death 
certain, how infinitely neceſſary then 
muſt a Preparation for the eternal 

World be? | 
Let us then conſider the Matter 
ſeriouſly, tis an Affair of the greateſt 
Importance, and demands the moſt 
profound Attention : We are all Can- 
didates for Eternity, and unleſs we 
are happily acquainted in this our Day 
with thoſe Things that belong to our 
everlaſting Peace, ſhortly, very ſhortly, 
they will be forever hid from our 

_ Eyes. | | 
The Day of Life is allotted for the 
Diſcharge of our Work, and if we 
neglet the Performance of it till 
Night 


(15) 

Wight cloſes the Scene, there remains 

no Hope of Redemption. | 

When the Mariner is in a Storm, 

nothing augments his Diſtreſs ſo much, 

as being depriv d of the Means of 
eſcaping. 

And how diſimal muſt the Sinners 
Proſpect be, when the Clouds darken, 
and the Storm of Vengeance is ready 
to burſt, to behold himſelf deſtitute 
of Protection and Aſſiſtance, without 
a Refuge to /he/ter him from the 
approaching Danger, or a Covert to 
hide his guilty Head from the angry 
Tempeſt; but reluctantly driven from 
Mature Shore, he ſhipwracks his 
Soul in the fiery Billows of Divine 
Wrath ? 

But further, if we never arrive 
to a ſaving Knowledge of Gop here, 
we can never attain to a comfortable 
Enjoyment of him Hereaſter. And 
when that tremendous Day of Ex- 
amination {hall approach, in which 


we muſt all appear at the deciſive 
Bar 


616) 
Bar of Heaven : How dreadful muſt 
the Proſpect be to him who has wil- 
fully rejected the Propoſals of Mercy, 
and trampled under Foot the Son' of 
God; who has ſtupified his Con- 


ſcience by evil Practices, and delibe- 


rately ſtifled the Illuminations of the 
eternal Spirit ? 

How will his Countenance change, 
and his diſclos d Heart :remble at the 
View! 


How will awaken' d Conſcience 


ing him with Remorſe, and inſult- 


ing Demons «phraid his Folly ! 

How will his fellow Sufferers ex- 
ul: in his Tortures, and a frownin 
God deride his Tears 5 

How will the flaming Gulph revive 
his Woe, and her blazing Fires awake 
his Grief! 1 3 

How will a % Saviour foment 
his Rage, and a 4% Heaven increaſe 
his Miſery ? | 

How will the Fury of an angry 
Judge alarm Deſpair, and the _ 

eſs 


leſs Flames of the burning Lake 
diſturb his Reſt! 
How will incens'd Juſtice 1»#i& her 
Pains, and helliſh Scorpions diſtract 
his Peace |! | 5d x | 
And Laſtly, how will the dreadful 
Proſpect confirm his Diſtreſs, and a 
damned Soul complete his Horrors | 
But on the contrary, how advan- 
tageous and comfortable will a Pre- 
paration for the future State be, a- 
gainſt the Terrors of Death, the 
Storms of Life, and the Exchange of 
Worlds? When Heaven ſhall com- 
miſſion the King of Terrors, to burſt 
the feeble Bands of animal Nature, 
the pious Soul ſhall receive the Sum- 
mont with tranſporting Joy, and quit 
the duſky Regions of Mortality in un- 
clouded Hopes. Death has no Ter- 
rors to affright the Conſcience, ſprinkled 
in a Redeemer's Blood, or Sting to 
wound the upright Soul: And tho 
the Juſt as well as the Yicked, muſt 


ſubmit to his Power, the former ſhall 
"+ lie 


(18 ) 
lie in refreſhing Sleep till the laſt 
Trumpet ſhall rend the Skies, and 
alarm the filent Regions of Slumber 
and Might, diſmantle the dark Priſons 
of the Grave, and raiſe their Bodies 
in triumphant Glory. 

Oh glorious Jubilee, when the 
Saints ſhall be releaſed from their 
long Confinement, the Fetters of 
Sleep ſhall Vall off, and the Grave no 
longer boaſt her pretended Triumphs. 
The Sons of God ſhall ſhout for e | 
and the Favourites of Heaven {hall 
exult in their Liberty. Death ſhall be 
doom'd to eternal Exile, and ever- 
laſting Happineſs ſhall crown the 
Fenſt. | | 
Again, how calm will the Day of 
Life glide over our Heads, if we are 
actually prepar'd for our important 
Change ; our Days ſhall cloſe in 77 - 
umph, and our Suns ſet in a ſerene 
Shy. 

And ſhou'd our Yoyage thro Life 
prove boiſterous, and the Paſſage be 

* attended 


( *6-) 
attended with unexpected Difficulties, 
yet all ſhall certainly conſpire to wat 
. the ſhatter d Veſſel to the heavenly 
Port, where Winds ſhall ceaſe to 
blow, and the roaring B:/lows be ſtill 
as Death. | 
But further, what a noble Proſpect 
has the ſincere Chriſtian before him, 
when he ſeriouſly contemplates on the 
upper Regions. — And how un- 
ſpeakably happy, muſt the Condition 
of that Perſon be, who can reſign 
Life, and all its periſhing Concerns, 
without an anxious Groan, and ex- 
change Worlds with Calmmeſs and 
Compoſure : who can look thro' the 
ſable Clouds that conceal the glorious 
Proſpect, with the full Per/uafion of 
obtaining everlaſting Felicity. | 
Let us all then ſeriouſly interrogate 
ourſelves, and examine whether or no 
we have any ſolid Hope of eternal 
Glory? Let each of us aſk himſelf the 
Queſtion, am I alſo ready? Am I 
actually prepar'd for my approaching 
| C 2 Change r 


— 
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Change? Can I face the King of 
Terrors, with fleady Reſolution and 
undaunted Courage? Have I the com- 
fortable Aſſurance of Pardon thro' the 
Merits of my Redeemer's Blood, and 
can I renounce all to follow his 3 
mands, and promote the Intereſt of 
his Kingdom in the World? If ſo, 
whatever Occurrences may happen in 


Life, my Soul is ſafe, and ſhall 


ſecurely ide thro all the Storms, till 
it reach the deſir d Haven. 

But further, on the contrary, if 
we are wholly unprepar'd for our ex- 
firing Moments, how gloomy do the 
Scenes appear, and in what hideous 
Colours does the Proſpect preſent 
itſelf ? 

Death ſtands arm'd in Horrors to 
ſeize Life, and Hell opens to receive 
our Souls — Infernal Angels wait 
around our Beds, ready to tranſport 
our wretched Spirits to the Regions 
of everlaſting Sorrow, 


The 
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The Sinners Condition is of all 
others the moſt niſerable — at Enmity 
with Heaven, and leagu'd with Hell 
— at Variance with the Almighty, 
and in Fellowſhip with Devils / 

Oh Sirs! think then before it be 
too late, that without Repentance 
your preſent Courſes will end in 
eternal Ruin, and your helpleſs Souls 
ſhall be daſb d in Pieces like a Potter's 
Veſſel in the Day of Wrath. The 
Path you are walking in leads to the 
Chambers of Death; you are in the 
broad Road to Deſtruction, and Hell 
is the End of your Journey. 

Fly therefore for Mercy to a com- 
paſſionate Saviour, while the Lamp 
of Life b4rns, and the golden Sceptre 
is as yet extended. 

Repair in/tantly to the Throne of 
Grace, and earneſtly implore the Aſ- 
ſiſtance of Heaven, which alone can 
enable you ſincerely to forſake Sin, 
and turn your Minds from Darkneſs 
unto Light, 4 


5 is L105) 
A free, a full Pardon is pronounc'd 
to all thoſe who are willing to forfake 
Iniquity, and accept of Chrift as 
offer d in the Goſpel. | 

Permit me ſeriouſly to aſk, What 
Thoughts do you entertain of Gop 
and another World in your retir'd 
Hours? Do you imagine it Wiſdom 
to mock the Advice of Heaven, or 
trifle with the Salvation of your in- 
mortal Souls? Do you eſteem eter- 
nal Happineſs an idle Tale, or ever- 
laſting Death a deluſive Conjecture? 

Do you regard Salvation as a meer 
Cheat, and ſcoff at Damnation as a 
whimſical Fancy? Do you really be- 
lieve Heaven and Hell, Bliſs and 
Miſery to be no more than frantick 
Dreams and deceitful Fables? It 
ſo; you are worſe than Devils, for 
they believe and tremble. 

What do you conclude you live for 
in the World, either to act as intelli- 
gent, rational Beings, who muſt one 


Day be call'd to a ſtrict Account for 
their 


(23) 
their paſt Conduct; or as thoſe who 
were created for no higher Purpoſes, 
than to trace the Paths of Folly, and 
without any Neſtraint to gratify their 
carnal Appetites ? 

But further — Do not the Laſhes 
of Conſcience frequently affect your 
Souls with Terror, and cauſe the 
Bluſh of Guilt to riſe in your Coun- 
tenance ? | 

The Conſciouſneſs. of your Crimes 
makes the Scenes look di/mal, and 
the Thoughts of an annum World 
fill your Minds with diſtracting 
Fears. 

When the Pangs of Diſorder af- 
fe& your Bodies, and Death ſtares you 
in the Face — then you generally 
begin to think about Religion, and 
in your Diſtreſs, ſend for your Mi- 
niſters, and faithfully promiſe the 
Amendment of your Lives, if Heaven 
ſhou'd reſtore your Health; but no 
ſooner recover'd from a Bed of Sick- 


neſs, than like the Dag you return to 
the 


( 24 ) 
the V. omit, and with the Swine to wal- 
lowing in the Mire. © 

Oh Sirs! The Time is ſhortly 
coming, when the Scale of Affairs 
will turn to your everlaſting Com- 
fort, or eternal Woe. 

We are all marching with the ut- 
moſt Celerity to the, Grave, and 
poſting as faſt as Time can carry us, 
to the inviſible World. 

We are now nearer Eternity than 
when we firſt aſſembled, and Gop 
only knows what the next Hour may 
produce. 

We are now ſerving the 7re-mendous 
Majeſty of Heaven, but before the 
Dawn of another Morning, we may 
be baniſh'd from his Preſence, and 
howling in Deſpair. — We are now 
on the Stage of the World, and ere 
Time recounts another Hour, our 
Souls may be plung'd into all the 
Horrors of everlaſting Puniſhment, 
and all our boaſted Grandeur con- 
ceal'd 1 in Death. 


Life's 


2 
Life's but a deceitful Dream, in 
which we pleaſe ourſelves with the 
deluſive Phantoms of Happineſs, and 
ſleep away our Time in Expeclation, 
till Death wakes us in Eternity, and 
diſcovers the Cheat. ; 
Preſent Objects naturally ſtrike the 
Senſes, but eternal Happineſs and 
' everlaſting Torment appear at fo 
great a Diſtance, that they very 
ſeldom ſhare our Thoughts or claim 
dur Attention. And tho' we obſerve 
by conſtant Experience, the Sons of 
Time alternately falling at the Feet of 
Death, yet the fatiering Hopes of 
living @ little longer, caules us fre- 
quently to ruſh vaawares into his 
Arms. | 
Death oftentimes ſeizes Men uner- 
pected, and hurries them off the Stage 
in Surpriſe — he has Ten Thouſand 
Methods, to invade the Fort of Life, 
and with the ſudden Aſſaults of Dil- 
order, can inſtantly ſeep us off the 
Borders of Mortality. 
| | _ Some 
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Some of you, perhaps, were Spec- 
ztators of an Inſtance of Life's uncer- 
tain Continuance, in this * Place laſt 
Loxy's' Day perceiv'd the Tongue 
faulter, and the Countenance change 
| with the ſudden Onſet, heard the 
| Voice nt, and the broken Accents 
all from the ſtammering Lips. — 
While ſtruck with Aſtoniſhment you 
were ready to conclude, Death had 
added to his Congueſts, and recom- | 
mended a ew Inhabitant to the Grave. 
And Heaven grant the Diſpenſation | 
may be rightly improved, and inſtruct 
us all in that uſeful Leſſon, of ſo um- 
bering our Days that we may apply 
our Hearts unto Wiſdom. 
And while we are reminded of 
human Frailty by private Inſtances, 
we are not without the more publick 
Calls of Providence, to admoniſh us, 
that our Reſidence in the Manſions of 


5 being ſeized with an Apoplectick | 
Diſorder, which obliged him to break off his Diſ- 
courle, | | | 

4 0 Mor- 
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Mortality is very precarious. The 
repeated Shocks of Earthquake that 
have alarmed theſe Cities, and have 
been felt in adjacent Parts, certainly 
demand our moſt ſerious Notice; but 
eſpecially the laſt Shock, which ſo 
greatly ſurpriz d the Inhabitants. of 
this Metropolis, calls for the ſolemn 
Regard of every Perſon. The Houſes | 
reel'd with the furious Sidke, and 
ſlumbering Mortals awoke in Terrors. 
Before the Sun had undrawn the 
Curtains of Night, the Day dawn'd 
in Horrors, and (to all human Ap- 
pearance ) portended Death. But 
Mercy, abuſed Mercy, has as yet 
huſh'd the raging Thunder, and com- 
manded the Deſiruction we might 
juſtly have expected, to ſleep in Si- 
lence. And as London and Weſt- 
ninſter with the rumbling Noiſe, 
were rouz d from natural Sep, Gop 
t it may awake them from the 
ſpiritual Sleep of carnal Security, and 
excite them to fly for Mercy to the 
D 2 Hope 
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Hope ſer before them, in the Goſpel 

And oh how affecting wou'd the 
Scene have been, (had the Calamity 
prov'd fatal) to have beheld ſo fair and 
flouriſhing a City, buried in the 
Bowels T the Earth, 'its Inhabitants 
entomb'd alive, and all its pompous 
Structures concealed. in Ruin; to 
have had our Howes our Goffins, and 
while yet Living to have mixed our- 
ſelves with the Carcaſſes of the Dead; 
to have had the Springs of Life 
broke with the maſſy Load, and the 
vital Breath pre/s'd out with the fal- 
ling Piles, 

Diſtreſſing Proſpect ! to have view'd 
ſtately Houſes, Families, Streets and 
all, plunging the unfathomable Depths 
debarr'd of Help, Poor and Rich 
ſharing the ſame Fate, and cruſhing 
to Ruin without Diſtinction; but 
ador' d be infinite Goodneſs this is not 
our Condition at preſent, and God 
grant his /ong &. Hering towards us 
may lead us to a genuine and fincere 
Re- 
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Repentance — that the future Gene- 
ration may never ſay concerning this 
City, here lies the Shame of Earth 
and the Scorn of Heaven. 

Perhaps + hardened Sinners may 
ce be deaf to theſe Calls; and little 
ce Philoſophers, who ſee a little, and 
ce but very little into natural Cauſes, 
« may think they ſee enough to ac- 
© count for what happens, without 
ce calling in the Aid and Aſſiſtance 
c of a ſpecial Providence; not con- 
&« ſidering that God who made all 
© Things, never put any Thing out 
& of his own Power, but has all Na- 
e ture under Command, to ſerve his 
« Purpoſes in the Government of the 
« World. But be their Imaginations 
« to themſelves, the Subject is too 
« ſerious for tiifling ; and plainly 
inculcates the Duty recommended in 

our Text. A rio g du yheole fron * 
Therefore be ye alſo ready, prepar'd 
I See the Biſhop of London's Letter, on this 

Occaſion, page 4, 5. c 

or 
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for all Events, and fit for our  diſſlving | 
Moments, that while Death roars out 
Deſtruction, and threatens Ruin to 
this ſinful 3 our Souls may reſt 
calm and undiſturb'd, amidſt all the 

Commotions of a periſbing World. 

Nature haſtens to her D:ſſolution, 
and every Thing conſpires to accom- 
pliſh her Overthrow: a few Years 
more and Time ſhall have finiſh'd his 
Courſe, and revolving Tears ſhall com 
pleat their Journey. The Mountains 
ſhall depart, and the Hills be removed, 
Darkneſs ſhall cover the Face of 
Heaven, and univerſal Nature ſhall 
be diſtreſs d, the King ſhall mourn, 
and the Prince be cloathed with Deſo- 
lation, and the Hands of the Land 
ſhall be troubled; the Monarch Dall 
be bound in Chains, and the Nobles in 
Fetters of Tron; Horror ſhall ſeize the 
aſtoniſh'id World, and the ſtout 
hearted ſhall quale for Fear. The 
Sinner ſhall lament his paſt Foll 
and infernal — howl in Ah, 


while 


% 
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while the Fudge of the whole Earth 
ſhall ride on Clouds, and fix the 
decifive Doom of every Soul. | 

And oh how killing will the Pre- 
ſence of a frowning Saviour, be to 
the loſt World ; and how tremendous 
will the Sentence flow from the 
Lips of Mercy, to thoſe who have 
villify'd his Perſon, and ſcorn'd his 
Reproof; to view the Meekneſs of the 
Lamb, chang'd into the Wrath of 
the Lion, and to hear him pronounce 
their final Lot, in Words that ſhall 
rend the Air with confus'd Cries, and 
ſhake the Regions of Woe with di- 
ſtreſſing Groans. 

Dreadful Scene / a Proſpect of per- 
fect Wretchedneſs and abſolute Miſery, 
Judgment, Shame, Confuſion, Death 
and Woe. Mercy for ever gone, Hope 
.. vaniſhed for ever, the Thought re- 
coils back with additional Pain : An 
incens'd God, a loſt Heaven, a pur- 


chas'd Hell and a loſt Soul. Diſmal 


Views 


can At un dr the depar 


gloomy, as thoſe who have a Hope e- 


Fe © 


a | 
( 32) 

Friis Welt and God grant we may 5 
never know: the e them by 
Experience: - and o we might 
all of us bo enabled rightly te: think 
on bu Ways, and turn our Feet unto 
bis Teſtimonies. + 
To conclude; Let us all te 
that nothing ſhort of a ſaving Intereſt 
in God's Favour, thro a Redeemer, 


ting Scenes of 
Life; and if this be our happy Con- 
dition, wo _ rejoice in all the Oc- 
currences of Providence, however 


the Grave —— a Hope that looks 


thro the Veil of Mortality, to the 


Regions of unfading Joy. In 
mo we may 2 Deith in 


all his Forms, and in whatever Man- 


ner we paſs off the preſent Stage 
of Exiſtence, we may eſt aſſured 
of es Na 945 thy Skies. 
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